ALONG   THE   ROAD

swifts wove their arabesques as usual in the bright
golden light above the town. But their shrill
crying was utterly inaudible., through the deep^
continuous5 formless murmur of the crowd that
thronged the streets and the great piazza. Under
its canopy of stone the great bell of the Mangia
tower swung incessantly backwards and for-
wards ; it too seemed dumb. The talking5 the
laughter, the shouting of forty thousand people
rose up from the piazza in a column of solid
sound5 impenetrable to any ordinary noise.

It was after six. We took our places in one
of the stands opposite the Palazzo Comunale.
Our side of the piazza was already in the shade 5
but the sun still shone on the palace and its tall
slender tower5 making their rosy brickwork glow
as though by inward fire. An immense con-
course of people filled the square and all the tiers
of seats round it. There were people in every
window^ even on the roofs. At the Derby, on
boat-race days, at Wembley I have seen larger
crowds ; but never, I think, so many people
confined within so small a space.

The sound of a gunshot broke through the
noise of voices ; and at the signal a company of
mounted carabiniers rode into the piazza^ driving
the loungers who still thronged the track before